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and the scent of the elephants, which could be heard rattling their chains as they were feeding.
" Who are you ?" asked Matho.
Without reply she slowl}' looked round the tent, and her glance was arrested at the far end, where, on a bed of palm-branches, lav something bluish and scintillating.
She advanced quickly: a cry escaped her. Matho, behind her, stamped his foot.
" What brings you ?   Why do you come ?"
She replied, pointing to the Zaimph :
" To take it!" and with the other hand pulled off her veils. Matho recoiled, his elbows thrown back, with mouth open, and almost terrified.
She felt herself sustained as if by the power of the Gods, and gazing at him face to face, she demanded the Za'imph, claiming it with profuse and haughty words.
M&tho did not hear: he was contemplating her, and her garments, that were to him blended with her body: the sheen of the fabrics was like the splendour of her skin, something special, appertaining to her alone : her eyes and her diamonds equally sparkled; the polish of her finger-nails continued the lustre of the jewels that bedecked her fingers ; the two agraffes fastening her tunic raised her breasts a trifle up and pressed them closer ; ho lost himself in a reverie as his eye followed a slender thread that fell between them, to which was suspended an emerald medallion that ho perceived revealing itself lower down under the violet gausse. She wore for ear-rings two tiny balances of sapphires, supporting a hollow pearl filled with liquid per-